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Author's Notes: 
This is just self-gratifying at this point. | wanted to write a threesome to see if | could get it to work. This is 
the result. 


Esa could tell something was wrong with Tomi the moment he saw him that afternoon. The man's brown 
eyes were wide open, looking nervous, and he was shifting back and forth between legs and kneading his hands. 
Esa paused to observe him, having just gotten off the bus for the day and finding his friend inside the venue 


in his current state. 
"Is it happening again?" he asked, and Tomi jerked his head over to look at him before nodding. Tomi had 
become prone to panic attacks very recently, and it was new to Esa and the rest of the group. However, 


they'd come up with a solution pretty early on. "Let me get Sande. I'll be right back. It's gonna be ok" 


It took Esa a while to find Santeri, but eventually he found the keyboardist still asleep on the bus. He drew 


back the curtain of the man's bunk and shook him awake. 


"Tomi needs us," he said firmly. 


"Mmkay, Esa. Gimme a sec to get my bearings and I'll come find you guys," Santeri said, yawning and slowly 
sitting up. 


"Be quick," Esa told him, and went back into the venue. He returned to the greenroom where he found Tomi 
sitting on the couch, posture tight and small. His fists were clenched and he didn't look up when his friend 
entered. 


"I'm back," Esa said, and sat next to him on the couch. "Is it okay for me to hold you?" 


Tomi nodded silently, so Esa enveloped him in a tight hug. He tucked his face against Tomi's cheek and 
kissed him softly. Tomi grasped his arm with both his hands and held on tightly. 


"Breathe, baby," Esa told him. "In and out. Nice and slow. Im right here." He stroked his fingers through 
Tomi's hair repeatedly, hoping the action was soothing and would give Tomi something to focus on other than 


his own anxiety. 


Tomi seemed to relax a little in Esa's arms. They stayed like that, Esa murmuring little pleasant thoughts, 


until Santeri finally arrived. 

He locked the door behind him, explaining the situation to a confused Jan who nodded and let them be. Then 
he joined the other two on the couch and wrapped himself around Tomi, throwing his legs across his and Esa's 
laps. 


"Hey, my love," he said softly. "I'm here. Everything's fine. | love you." 


"Love you too," Tomi managed, though his eyes were still wide and his body trembled as he tried to control 
himself. 


They sat together for about an hour, wrapped around each other and talking in soothing tones, before 


Tomi's pulse slowed and his breathing returned to normal. 


‘Its weird," Tomi said, "It felt like | wasn't even real, like everything around me was happening and | had no 


control over myself” 
"You're better now, aren't you?" Santeri murmured into the singer's neck. "| can feel you're not so tense." 
"You did really good, baby," Esa said, kissing Tomi's cheek. 
"| feel normal again," Tomi said. "I think it's gone away for now." 


"Good, good," Santeri said, and kissed Tomi's other cheek. "Do you want us to do what we did the last few 


times? To help you relax more?" 


Tomi nodded. "Please." 


Santeri cupped Tomi's cheek and drew him in for a long, sweet kiss. Esa watched, arousal flooding through 
his body. He knew they did this for Tomi, to help him feel better, but damn if the sight before him wasn't the 


sexiest thing he'd seen since.well, since the previous time they did this. 


As the kiss between Santeri and Tomi deepened, Esa contributed by placing his hand over Tomi's groin, 
finding a small lump had already begun to grow there. 


"Eager," he smiled. Tomi moaned softly into the keyboardist's mouth. "Let me have a turn, Sande." 


Santeri backed away and guided Tomi's head to Esa, who kissed him with much fervor. Esa slipped his 
tongue between Tomi's lips and ran calloused fingertips down the front of his t-shirt. 


"God," Santeri groaned, his deep voice like a purring wildcat, "| could watch you two forever." 

Tomi moved into Esa's lap, not breaking the kiss, and Esa planted his hands on the singer's firm ass. Santeri 
crawled over to them and placed his lips on Tomi's neck. Tomi leaned into that touch, being pulled towards both 
his bandmates simultaneously. Esa slipped his hands down the back of Tomi's pants and forced them down over 
his ass so that he could cup the bare skin 

Santeri slicked a finger with spit. 

"Spread his ass for me, Esa," he demanded, and the guitarist complied. Santeri inserted his finger, following 


it quickly with a second. Tomi moved fluidly in Esa's lap, not breaking his kiss, as his older bandmate prepared 
him. "Looks like he's getting used to this, huh?" 


"Feels good," Tomi said, bucking his hips. 

"Wanna feel you around my cock," Esa told him. 

"God, | wanna see that," Santeri groaned. "Stand up, Tomi, lets get you naked. 

The singer stumbled to his feet, taking off his shirt as he did, and tossing it aside. Esa bit his lip as the 
younger one's skin was revealed to him, though he'd seen the muscles and the tattoos many times over the 
years. In this moment, Tomi's skin was meant only for himself and Santeri, not for the hundreds of fans who 
saw iT daily on stage. 

"Damn, wish | had your body," Esa said jealously, and Santeri reached out to stroke his hair. 

"Both of your bodies are perfect," he said. "And anyway, you are about to have his body. We both are." 


The keyboardist leaned in and captured Esa's mouth in a rough kiss. He tugged on the guitarists silky hair and 


Esa groaned into his lips, reaching up to place a hand on Santeri's neck. 


"Fuck," Tomi swore, and the other two broke away to see the singer had dug his fist down the front of his 
pants and began to jerk his cock to the sight of them. 


"Think he needs fucked," Santeri told Esa, and the guitarist nodded in agreement. The two taller Finns stood 
from the couch and began to strip from all of their clothes. Tomi kicked off his boots and squeezed out of his 
pants before Esa pressed him onto the couch on his back. 


"Santeri," Esa said, "give Tomi a little extra preparation for me, yeah?" 
Santeri nodded and got on the couch between Tomi's spread thighs. He dipped his head down to the man's 
nether regions and began to eagerly eat his ass. Tomi threw his head back against the arm of the couch and 


sighed happily. He strung his fingers in Santeri's blonde locks, stroking his hair lovingly. 


"There you go," Esa said, watching the men with a grin on his face. "Let Sande lick away all the stress and 


worry. Let him get you nice and wet for our cocks." 
All Tomi was able to do was moan 


Santeri spat once more into the crevice of Tomi's ass before he stood up and gestured for Esa to take his 


place. 


"Think you're forgetting something," Esa told him playfully, holding his cock in his hand. Santeri grinned 
widely and dropped to his knees before him, sucking his cock. Once it was thoroughly coated in saliva, Santeri 


got back to his feet and watched Esa get onto the couch. 

"Ready for me, Tomi?" Esa asked. 

"Yes. Please," Tomi begged, spreading his thighs wider. Esa lifted the man's ankles and hooked them over his 
shoulders before he leaned down and kissed him. He kept their lips connected as he slowly pushed his cock 


inside of the smaller man. 


Tomi reached out for Santeri, so the keyboardist knelt beside him and took his hand in his, placing kisses on 


each finger. 

"Esa's so big, isn't he?" Sande said, and Tomi grunted into the guitarists mouth. "Bet he feels so fucking 
good. Bet you feel so tight” He kissed along Tomi's arm and up to his shoulder. Esa paused his kiss with Tomi 
to draw Santeri in for a deep kiss. 


"He's so tight," Esa said. "Wait til you feel this. I'm definitely not going to last long.” 


Santeri watched intently as Tomi's body flexed and adjusted to the larger man on top of him. Esa began to 
fuck him, slowly at first, but that didn't last. He entered a steady, swift pace, and Tomi mewled in approval. 


The singer grasped Esa and Santeri with each hand, fingers tightening around their hair. Santeri reached 


between them and played with Tomi's cock, drawing a surprised noise of pleasure from the man 

With his available hand, Santeri ran his fingers down Esa's back Esa's moans mixed with Tomi's, so Santeri 
found the crease of Esa's ass and pressed in a finger. Esa shuddered and his thrusts became more erratic as 
he pushed back and forth between Santeri's hand and Tomi's ass. 

"Gonna cum real hard for us, Esa?" Santeri asked. 

"Fuck yes," Esa hissed, his body shivering as it rose up into climax. 

"Don't pull out," Santeri said. "Fill him up, so | can fuck him with your fluids." 

Esa cried out a little louder than he'd meant to at that, knowing they weren't the only ones in the venue. 
He hoped Jan was doing a good job guarding the door. His orgasm rose into a steady high and he saw blinding 
lights behind his eyelids as they fluttered shut. He emptied every last drop inside of Tomi as Santeri asked of 


him. 


His chest heaved as he regained his breath, and the twitching of his cock slowed to a stop. He leaned down 


and kissed Tomi deeply before removing himself from between his legs. 
"Ready for Sande?" he asked. 


"Yes," Tomi breathed. His hair was mussed now and his stomach was slick with the precum from his cock. 


He looked incredible. 
"Don't waste a drop of that cum," Esa told Santeri as the keyboardist hurriedly took his place. 


"Fuck," Santeri moaned, digging his nails into Tomi's thighs as he sunk his cock into his slick hole. "Esa got 
you so nice and wet for me." Tomi cried out at being filled again. Santeri set a fast, rough pace instantly, and 
Tomi bit his lip, squeezing shut his brown eyes. The old, grimy couch creaked unhappily beneath them, adding 
to the noises of their panting breaths and colliding bodies. 


Esa knelt next to Tomi, stroking his chest and cheek as the man fell apart with pleasure. 
"Suck his cock, Esa," Santeri told him. Esa obeyed automatically, holding Tomi's hard cock in place with one 
hand and dipping down to take it in his mouth. Santeri's thrusting did most of the work; Esa barely had to bob 


his head. Tomi wailed happily beneath the ministrations of both men. 


With no warning at all, Esa's mouth filled with Tomi's seed. Both Tomi's and Santeri's hands were in his hair, 


holding him in place, so he took it all and swallowed it. 


"Cumming," Santeri announced, his grips on Esa's hair and Tomi's thigh tightening as he bucked his hips a 
few more times. His cum joined the remnants of Esa's inside of the singer. His body shook as he came down 


from his high. He kissed Tomi sweetly, then Esa, and carefully removed himself from the couch. 


"Stay here, love," he told Tomi, who looked ready to pass out. "Ill find us something to clean up with." 


Later, as the three of them finished getting dressed, they shared more kisses. 
"| feel so much better now," Tomi smiled as Esa nibbled along his neck. "Like earlier didn't even happen" 
"Sex is good for the mind and body," Santeri told him. 


"We'll always be at your disposal should you need us," Esa said, punctuating the statement with a cheek 
kiss. 


Tomi laughed. "Hopefully | don't have any more panic attacks for a while - or ever!" 

"What, you don't want this to be a daily thing?" Esa laughed. 

"Well, the sex can be a daily thing," Tomi replied. 

"True. We don't need an excuse to fuck you," Santeri said. "Just say the word!" 

As they unlocked the door, they were faced with a very embarrassed looking Jan. The poor man had been 
stuck in the hallway, having to come up with excuses to several staff and crew as to why they couldn't get 
into the room he was guarding. 

"| finally learned today how you cure Tomi's anxiety," he frowned. 


"Ah, sorry," Esa told the drummer, "We were a little louder than normal, huh?" 


"You're welcome by the way," Jan said, following his band mates down the hall, "You know, lately I'm actually 
feeling a little panicky myself and | --" 


Esa threw back his head in laughter and Tomi grinned, continuing to head to the tour bus to change 
clothes. 


"Ive got this," Santeri smirked and turned around. He grabbed Jan by the wrist, leading the shorter Finn 
back into the greenroom and locking the door behind them. 


